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The city is not yet free of fogs, as we learned
at the beginning of 1934, but we suffer now none
of the sulphurous descents common at the end
of last century. Our fuller and wider lighting
makes even a black fog penetrable. In the past,
if you left your house on a night of fog, to post a
letter twenty yards away, you often had a peril-
ous journey back, and were likely, after fifteen
minutes, to find yourself far from home. I have
been in fogs when one could see nothing a yard
ahead, and when bus-drivers and cab-drivers,
even when armed with torches and leading their
horses, have led them down area-steps or into
shop-fronts. Such chaos does not happen to-day
in central London. Fog does sometimes paralyse
the traffic, but only on the outskirt roads, where
lamps are few.
The climate of London, under electrification,
has made a change for the better. By our wider
streets and our fuller use of glass in place of
brick, and our larger and airier buildings, we do
not suffer such sticky summers as we once knew,
nor such misty winters. We still do not get the
full power of sunshine, but our pastel tones seem
proper to our streets* They are kindj:o the eyes,
and they give us our cool pulse and comfortable
skin. Most of us would not have it otherwise,
for it needs only a few days of heat-wave to
start us complaining and panting. Whea the
sun retires and the heat-wave breaks, and the